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Always 


Author's Notes: 
My first real pure Metallica/Jamon fic, | hope itll be appreciated :) 


Empty hotel room. White washed, sterile, empty hotel room. It smelled of washing soap and the pink scented 
candles perked on the shelf, however unlit. The floor was squeaky clean, the walls bare and naked. No blossoms 
or paintings, barely any decorations except for an ugly plastic flower set in an oversized pot at the far corner. 


Right by the huge window leading to a tiny balcony, with barely enough space for him to smoke a joint in. 


The warm orange light of the setting sun filtered through the drawn blinds. Casting red and yellow nuances 
across cream coloured bed sheets. Across pale white wallpaper. Five star hotel, top notch service. Dead and 
empty suite. Jason felt like even a cheap motel, its floor crowded with piles of garbage and crawling with live 
cockroaches, might have been less off putting. And why was he here again, engulfed in four walls of 


nothingness? James. That's why. 


A dejected sigh slipped past his lips as he dumped his duffle bag on the floor, crossing the room to open the 


balcony door and catch a whiff of the cool evening air, before unceremoniously dropping down on the mattress. 


At least it was comfortable, he'd give it that much. He allowed himself to lay down and sink into it, mold with 
the bed. He could stay like that, eyes shut and wild auburn curls spread out like a halo, until James arrived. 
Until he wasn't his own person anymore. The off putting scents that stung his nostrils kept him awake, even as 
the sinking sun threatened to lull him to a peaceful sleep. When his company decided he was worthy being 
graced by his presence, Jason didn't know. 


Hours passed, or so it seemed. Jason remained unmoving even as the bright red orb of light shining its warm 
rays at him was replaced by dark skies and a chilly night air. The breeze made the long, emerald green 
curtains swirl like waves washing over the floor. His arms and legs still splayed across the bed, a state of near 
sleep enveloped Jason and goosebumps broke our along his exposed arms. The harsh smells had long since been 
washed out and replaced by the damp tang of night air in the city. A scent he was much more familiar with 
by now, even as he longed for home. For the sounds or crickets and the smells of drying hay. Why was he in 
this band again? Why was he even in this godforsaken city? James. James, seemed to be the answer to 


everything. 


A harsh knock on the door startled Jason into awareness. Rubbing the sleep out of his sore eyes, he 
straightened out his wrinkled black tank top. There were still red, flushed areas along his flesh, created by too 
much pressure of bed covers against the same spot for too long. His hair was a defiant mess of tousled 
frizzy curls. He looked, and felt, in every sense nothing like his best but it would have to do. His stomach 
rumbled after hours of neglect. More sharp knocks - no, more like bangs - rapped on the door, and he 
shuffled his lazy feet across the carpeted floor. He'd always despised indoors cover all carpets. Fumbling with 
the lock, it took him all of sixty seconds to work the door open and meet indifferent blue eyes. Impatient blue 


eyes. 


Nothing was said, Jason simply swallowed. His insecure, apologetic smile brushed off by a flip of the head and a 
shrug, and the smile immediately faltered. Jason's eyes wouldn't leave the other man, wouldn't let him be. Long 
blonde curls tumbling down a broad, strong back. Warm tan skin of strong upper arms exposed. Long legs that 
seemed to never end, clad in impossibly tight black jeans. A round, juicy, firm ass hugged by the same fabric. 
Big hands carrying a bottle of Heineken, calloused but gentle to the touch. A half sneer of full lips, almost 
hidden beneath an overgrown bushy moustache. The scent of sweet sweat, male musk and expensive cologne 


overpowering his senses with an aroma that to Jason equalled nothing but sex. 


Jason's heart skipped a beat, hammering away in his chest and thundering against his ribcage. Threatening to 
do as the alien symbiote had to John Hurt, and burst right out of his trembling body. His eyes followed, with a 
mixture of apprehension and anticipation, the other man's actions. The now empty beer bottle ended up on top 
of the shelf, standing as an awkward spectator of the ongoing game. James had put his mark on the empty 
room and made it his own in a mere couple of minutes. How he always did that, Jason failed to comprehend. 
Not that it really mattered in the grand scheme of things. Breath hitching in his throat, he felt like prey to a 
predator when the taller man approached. He kept his distance instinctively, moving away until the backs of his 
knees connected roughly with the bedside. He dropped down into the same spot he had previously occupied for 
hours. James. Above him, with a smirk splitting his face in two. With his hands on his hips. With a bulge in his 
pants. 


When James came down on him, he was vulnerable and willing. Suddenly his clothes had disappeared, and so had 
James’. The assault of his flesh was welcomed, skin on skin. Rough but tender hands massaging and bruising his 
pale expanses of flesh. Fingertips and palms everywhere, leaving Jason's body tingling. With mad desire. With 
primal lust. With raw need. A heated mouth marked everywhere it could reach. On the neck. On the shoulders. 


On the chest. The belly. The hips. The thighs. Covered in angry red bite marks, Jason shuddered at the 


sensations of a wet tongue soothing each bite. 


The slight rasp of the mustache was inviting. He hadn't needed much time to get used to it when it first 
appeared. His eyes stareing past what was happening, fixed on the golden brown ceiling above their heads, Jason 
felt the mouth that swallowed him whole. Realized he was whimpering. A rare treat it was, recieving oral 
praise from James. It meant he'd been a veey good boy in the eyes of his band mates. In the eyes of James 
himself. He'd carried out his duties well this week. He'd played by the rules and listened to the guidelines. More 
like demands. Being a robot could apparently pay off. 


The smell of James all around him, filling his lungs with life. With the oxygen necessary to breathe and survive. 
Soft blonde curls whispering along his skin, warm breath against his earlobe. A slippery tongue dipping into the 
shell. The reek of alcohol made his nose wrinkle. It happened too fast. Little time to adjust, even less time to 
wrap his head around it. Suddenly James was inside of him, the burn of stretch unbearable and his eyes 
prickling with tears like so many times before. James made him cry so easily. Whether it was under his abuse, 


assaulted by hard knuckles and sharp kicks, or with his thick cock buried within 


Tender words in his ear. Tender, affectionate, almost adoring. Like James really cared, like they meant 
something. Was this even the same man anymore? No more pain, just friction, and God it felt good. Pleasure. 
So much pleasure, it numbed the pain and lifted him to cloud nine. He wasn't allowed to leave physical marks, 
but fuck that. He might be punished later, might end up with a black eye or a split bottom lip. It would still be 
worth it when he'd see the scars each time James shed his shirt. When everybody else could see and ask 
about it. Jason's nails found their way into strong shoulder blades, scratching the muscles with every intention 


of drawing blood. Succeeding in their task, his fingertips came back stained crimson. 


Jason was drowning in all things James, pulled under the surface and into a maelstrom of sensations. Drowning 
in a river of blood, sweat, saliva, cum, tears. Driven to insanity. Driven to the highest high. Driven out of his 
mind and out of his own body. James filling him, claiming him and owning him. Teeth and nails and skin 
everywhere. IT was over far too soon, darkness taking over when the ecstacy wore off. Jason's love drunk 
hands wiped the sweat off his brow and pushed his dampened curls out of his face when he came to again It 
was as if every orgasm James gave him was striving to be more powerful than the previous, each rivaling 
the last for the title of the best he'd ever had. He was a complete mess. Could barely feel his legs. Couldn't 
feel his ass. Expecting to open his heavy lids and find himself alone, like so many times before. James didn't 
want anything lasting, didn't want anything more than a relief of tension through casual sex. Jason hated 
himself for the way his soul ached for more, the way he longed for actual love and commitment. Then his 
eyes slid open. Surprised to see clothes - both his own and James' - hanging folded over the back of an 
armchair he hadn't paid attention to before, he slowly got up. 


When the buzz in his ears fading, the sound of running water hit his eardrums. His heart skipped beat as he 


remained enveloped in all things James - scents and fluids and possible marks - for one more moment. Wobbly, 
unsteady legs carried him from the spunk stained bedsheets and the room reeking of sex. Into the bathroom, 
with its cold white tiles. With its fluorescent tin lamps lined along the walls. Past the fog blurred reflection of 
himself in the mirror above the sink Eyes glued to the floor, Jason pulled aside the bright blue curtain 
shutting off the shower area. Stepped into the cubicle. 


Damp air teased his skin on impact, before heated water droplets followed suit. He noticed James' taut body 
turning towards him, long legs leading up to a groin and lower belly where Jason paid extra attention to the 
golden pubes. Now, that was a sight he'd never tire of, all that expanse of tan flesh. Positively mouth watering. 
And showering with James? Something he'd never done before. Knowing it might end with him beaten into a 
bloody pulp, with purple and black bruises to intermingle with the fresh bite marks on the canvas that was his 
body, he took the risk Took the chance. He picked up his head, for the first time trying to hold James' pale 
blue stare fixed with his eyes. Blonde curls glued to wet bronze skin, a faint pink flush covering the tip of that 
button nose. And no threatening gleam in those eyes whatsoever. No malice, no contempt. No superiority 
complex. Instead, they appeared almostmellow, wary. Tired. Sad. Apologetic? Fond? Loving..? No, that'd be wistful 
thinking. 


No words were directly spoken, but the sinful red lips Jason knew so well mouthed them. Three small words. 
No sound, still he knew what they were genuine. They meant something. And he knew what James meant to 
say. His face drained of all colour, turning pale and fragile, before it came back full force. His cheeks burned. 
His ears burned. He could have sworn even his fucking chest was flushed. He wanted to speak, ask for a 
confirmation, but James shook his head. No more. No more what? No more sex? No more sneaking into hotel 


rooms? No more abuse? No more attention? 


Jason's eyes watered, the concern in the other man's eyes reflecting the fact that the tears were visible. 
Jason hadn't wanted them to be, he knew vulnerability was a weakness. But there were so many emotions. 
Confusion, frustration Fear, hurt. Love, hate. Anger, happiness. It was swept away by tender lips pressed to his 
own, and the understanding dawned upon him. Sunk into his head, made his previously lonely heart swell. Mended 
his soul as it poured self esteem and self worth back into his love starved body. And relief washed over him. 
Understanding. Joy. No more lies. 


Why was he here again? James. Always James. Always only James. Always. 


